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the black mantilla, All are on their knees, grave and
even beautiful, at the remembrance of One who died so
long ago, Slowly the choir chants the psalm, and then
over the high altar the purple veil is drawn aside, dis-
covering another of a grey colour, which in its turn
disappears too, revealing a veil of black that is, as it were,
that veil of the temple which was rent in twain. There
is a stir among the throng, and then suddenly the black
veil is torn asunder and the crucifix is seen, A little
murmur of prayer and pity passes through the crowd,
genuinely moved by so simple, so familiar a spectacle as
one might be by the sudden remembrance of a friend one
had loved. The music ceases and the service is at an
end, every one passes out into the streets; and as it
seemed to me, amid all that immense gaiety in which
heaven is so fair an accomplice, for that one day in the
week there was a certain plaintive note, not gravity nor
even seriousness, but I know not what suggestion of
fraternity, since on that day He, who is every one's
brother, had died to help us,